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HYMN ON DEATH: 
Cane of mortality, whence comeft thou ? why is 


thy countenance fad, and why are thine eyes red with 
weeping? | 

I have feen the rofe in its beauty; it f{pread its leaves 
to the morning fun. TI returned: it was dying upon its 
ftalk ; the grace of the form of it was gone ; its loveli- 
nefs was vanifhe@ away: the leaves thereof were fcat- 
tered on the ground, and no one gathered them again. 

A ftately tree grew on the plain; its branches were 
covered with verdure ; its bows fpread wide, and made 
a goodly fhadow ; the trunk was like a ftrong pillar ; 
the roots, were like crooked fangs. I returned ; the 
verdure was nipt by the eaft wind; the branches were 
lupped away by the axe ; the worm had made its way 
into the trunk, and the heart thereof was decayed ; 
it mouldered away, and fell to the ground. | 

I have feen the infe@ts {porting in the fuin-fhine; and 
darting along the ftream ; their wings glittered with 
gold and purple ; their bodies fhone like the green eme- 
rald: they were morenumerous than I could count; 
they were quicker than my eye could glance. JI returned ; 
they were brufhed into the pool; they were perifhing 
with the evening breeze; the fwallow had devoured 
them ; the pike had feized them : there were none found 
of fo great a multitude. 

I have feen man in the pride of his ftrength ; his 
checks glowing with beauty; his limbs were full of 
activity ; he leaped; he walked; he ran; he rejoi-ed 
in that he was more excellent than tlofe. I returned ; 


he lay ftiff and cold on the bare ground; his feet could. 


no longer move, nor his hands {tretch themfelves out ; 
his life was departed from him, and the breath out of 
his noftrils : therefore do I weep; becaufe death is in 
the world ; the fpoiler is among the works of God : ail 
that is made mult be deéftroyed: all that. is born mvft 
die ; let me alone, for I will weep yet longer. 


EXTRACT. 

If you wifh to acquire a command over your paflions, 
accuftom yourfelf to regulate your imagination at your 
pleafure, and to banifh any certain train of thoughts 
when you with fo to do: 





ON MODESTY. 
By Mrs. WoLLSTONCRAFT. 


Mopisry ! Sacred offspring of fenfibility and 
reafon!—true delicacy of mind!—may I, unblamed, 
prefume to inveftigate thy nature; and trace to its 
covert the mild charm, that mellowing each harfh feature 
of acharacter, renders what would otherwife only 
infpire cold admiration—lovely !—Thou that fmooth- 
eft the wrinkles of ‘wifdom; and fofteneft the tone of 
the fublimeft virtues till they all melt into humanity ; 
—thou that {preadeft the ethereal cloud, that furrounding 
love; heightens every beauty it half fhades, breathing 
thofe coy {weets that fteal into the heart, and charm 
the fenfes—modulate for me the language of perfuafive 
reafon; till I roufe my fex from the flowery bed, on 
which they fupinely fleep life away ! 

* * 


* + * 


Perhaps, there is not a virtue that mixes fo kindly 
with every other as modefty.—It is the pale moon-beam 
that renders more interefting every virtue it foftens, 
giving mild grandeur to the contracted horizon. Nothing 
can be more beautifu! than the poetical fiction, which 
makes Diana; with. her filver crefcent, the goddefs of 
chaftity. I have fometimes thought, that wandering 
with fedate ftep in fome lonely recefs, a modeft dame 
of antiquity muft have felt a glow of confcious dignity; 
when, after contemplating the foft fhadowy landfcape, 
fhe has invited with placid fervour the mild reflection of 
her fifter’s beams to turn to her chafte bofom: 


* * * %* 


Would ye; O my fitters, really poffefs thodefty, ye 
muft remember that the poffeflion of virtue, of any 
denomination, is incompatible with ignorance and va- 
nity ! ye muft acquire that fobernefs of mind, which 
the exercife of duties; and the purfuit of knowledge, 
alone infpire, or ye will ftill remain in a doubtful de- 

endent fituation, and only be loved while ye are fair ! 
The downcaft eye, the rofy blufh, the retiring gracey 
are all proper in their feafon ; but modefty, being the 
child of reafon, cannot long exift with the fenfibility 
that is not tempered by refiection. 
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THE PILGRIM’S STORY. 
(Concluded from page 339.) 


Season however completed what years of indefati- 
gable induftry might not have accomplifhed: the Ab- 
befs of Saint Terefe was fuddenly feized with an alarm- 
ing indifpofition, her life was fuppofed tobe in ex- 
treme danger, and asthe lady Louifa was of the higheft 
rank among the holy fifterhood, fhe was entrufted with 
the entire government of the convent, and unlimited 
poffeffion of the rights of a fuperior, It was not dif- 
ficult under thefe circumftances, to accomplifh her with ; 
my letters were delivered without creating the {malleft 
fufpicion, and the rapturous hour was appointed for her 
eicape from mifery. 

Her heart was fufceptible of the fineft paflions ; fhe 
rclicd on my honour, and I never deceived her. She had 
long confidered herielf as a viim doomed to eternal 
folitude ; the extraordinary change my _ propofitions 
prefented, the prof{peé of happinefs that opened to her 
foul, gave energy to hope, and ftrength to refolution. 
I provided hories, and a convenient difguife ; heaven 
{miled upon the deed, and gave to my fond arms the 
beautiful Louifa. 

We traverfed the wood for fome miles, and taking the 
rout to Marfeilles, in three days reached that port in 
fafety, 

There we were united in holy bands. The miftrefs 
of my affe&ions became the wife of my bofom! and 
J became the proud poffeffor of a treafure worlds 
could not have purchafed ! 

Having procured a veffel, we fet fail for Florence ; the 
winds were propitious, we arrived unmolefted at Leg- 
horn, and from thence proceeded to the moft beautiful 
city in the univerfe. 

' My adored Louifa, whofe early days had been devoted 
' to religious duties, evinced not the {malleft defire to 
) relinguifh the delights of retirement ; her mind, accul- 
) tomed to an uninterrupted fcene of tranquility, dreaded 
| to engage in the tumultuous buftle cf the bufly world. 
) Wehired a beautiful little villain the vicinity of Flo- 
-rence, and, bleft in the full poffeffion of all that mutual 
affeétion and mental gratification could afford, looked 
. i down with pity on the proudeft diftinétions in the 
& power of any earthly monarch to beftow. 

| + Threedelicious years of perfe& happinefs cemented 
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jy the bonds of undeviating attachment, when a regetta 
} in celebration of the pope’s acceflion, awoke the atten- 
‘tion and excited the curiofity of all ranks of people. 

My Lvuifa was tempted to partake of the amufement ; 
and in the mid of delightful feftivity, when every 
heart bounded with rapture—-mine alone received the 
§ dreadful fiat of eternal anguith. 

The Arno was beautifully ferene: the filvery furfaces 
reflecting, as in a gently moving mirror, the verdant 
banks floping to the margin, enamelled with flowers 
and crowded with {petators, ‘Thoufands of little boats, 
» decorated with variegated ftreamers, were feen fkimming 
Halong the lucid current; fome containing the moft 
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filken awnings, the fparkling eyes and rofeate blufhes of 
enchanting beauty. 

My Louila was charmed with this new and fafcinat- 
ing {pe€tacle. Ourbarchetta, which was decorated with 
feftoons of myrtle, was gently rowed by youths dreffed 
in the habits of Arcadian fhepherds, The mind, charm- 
ed to repofe by the enchanting fcene, funk into that 
{weet indolence, which, like the flumber of wearied 
and exhaufted nature, replenifhes its faculties, and 
awakens its perfe@tions, to renovated luftre! My Louifa 
reciined her gentle form upon a matrals of yellow taffata; 
the warmth of the evening heightened the glow upon 
her lovely cheek, and threw a delicious languer on her 
eyes, that rendered her the objeét of univertal admira- 
tion! 

My heart was full of rapture I beheld my precious 

treafure with more delight than language can defcribe, 
The univerfe had nothing to beftow, beyond what I. 
poflefled, and my enchanted fenfes could {carcely con- 
ceive any thing more divine, even in the regions of 
celeftial happinefs ! 
We arrefted our oars, to gratify the foul with the 
exquifite harmony proceeding from a magnificent barge 
moored near the margin of the river; when, ona fud- 
den, a young man, of athletic formand noble mien, 
darted forward, and feizing my beloved Louifa, was 
bearing her in his arms toa boat along-fide of us, 





Every nerve that quivered round my heart throbbed 
at this unexpefted outrage ; the itranger committed his 
prize to the care of his companions, then advancing to- 
wards me, drew a ftiletto from his flecve, and aimed 
a {troke at my unguarded breaft. I warded off the blow, 
and turned his daftard weapon on himfelf.—The point 
entered his heart—he funk breathiefs at my feet. 


Louifa opened her beauteous-eyes to all the horrors of 
defpair and death! She had only time to exclaim, ** My 
brother !’’ when the life blood rufhing from her con- 
vulfive lip—fhe hid her icy check in my diflraé&ed bo- 
fom—and inftantly expired, 
Frenzy now feizing on my tortured brain, fuggefted 
the foul crime of felf-annihilation ; but juftice, like 
a pitying cherubim, {natched the dire weapon, reeking 
with kindred blood, from my affaflin hand. I was torn 
from the lifelefs viétims of impatience, and thrown into 
the dungeon of horror and repentance. The Count de 
Clairville, the brother of my murdered angel, was the 
only relation relentlefs fate had left her, her name is now 
extiné but her virtues areimmortal! She had been 
compelled to take the veil from a baie and little pride, 
which too frequently facrifices the younger female 
branches of illuftrious, but indigent families, toa fhame- 
ful and perpetual imprifonment, 

The unfortunate De Clairville was returning from 
his travels; deftined to a military life, he had lately 
received a commiffion, and was haftening to join his 
regiment, then at Lyons. 

He had long given up the fruitlefs fearch after his 
adored fifter—Fate brought her to his vicw—then cloled 











‘dulcet harmony, and others lightly fhading with their 





his eyes for ever, 








FOR MAY, 


The Count having given the firft affault ; my punifh- 
ment was mitigated ; my doom ten years imprifonment ; 
and afterwards, perpetual banifhment from a country, 
whofe laws 1 had violated, and whofe annals I had ftain- 
ed withblood. The former part of my fentence expired 
in days of weeping, and in nights of anguifh——till the 
excefsof grief produced a fullen ftupor, that rendered 
me infenfible to every calamity. 

Time gave again to my fad eyes the chearful light of 
heaven, and with it all the pangs of fatal recolleétion ! 
Driven from fociety, an alien to my native country, 
an outcaft from every hope of future happinefs alone, 
unfriended, loft, forgotten I knew not whither to 
dire& my courfe, one half of my little fortune was for- 
feited to the ftate, and meagre poverty ftretched forth 
her icy fangs to feal my deftiny. By perfeverance through 
a long and painful journey, I arrived in Spain, a wan- 
derer, and unknown, labouring under all the agonies 
of eonfcious mifery. 

I have from that hour refided among the mountains 
inthe vicinity of Madrid. My hovel was too obfcure 
to excite curiofity, and its folitary tenant too poor to 
dread interruption. Poverty and forrow are the ftrongeft 
fecurities againft the intrufions of mankind ; let adverfity 
guard your threfhold, and you may enjoy an uninterrupt- 
ed life of mournful feclufion. 

Yet I do not prefume to repine, for alas! every hour 
convinces me that prayers and te.rs are not fufficient to 
expiate my crimes, The penance I have impofed upon 
myfelf, is a pilgrimage to Loretto, and the firft inflance I 
experience of divine benignity, is the benevolent hofpita- 
Jity I now enjoy in the foreft of Vancenza. 

For tHe New-York WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 














THE HERMIT OF THE LAKE, 


* Remote from man, with God he paft his days.’’ 
PARNELL. 


H: had retired tothis fecluded fpot when he had paff- 
ed his fortieth year, The lofs of his beloved partner 
had given him a diltafte to what the world éalls pleafure ; 
and he fled from the fociety of man to hide his griefs in 
the defert. He there found his forrows mitigated in the 
company of a fon—This fon was the only one that indul- 
gent Heaven had blefled him with—He was long a com- 
fort to his father ; he went one day to procure refrefh- 
ment, and returned not again, fate had fomehow convey- 
ed him away. 

Many years had intervened, and the father faw nothing of 
his {on—he had given up all hopes of again beholding 
him in this world, and was happy in the thought of foon 
Joining him, and his mother, in the regions of happinels, 
One morning when Phebus hadarilen with refulgence, and 
gladdened the earth with his cheering beams ; the ind af. 
rous farmer had whiftled at his plough, andall nature wore 
he anti enerasl og a gentle tap at the door of 

uled him from his flumbers— 
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he had flept longer than it was cuftomary——‘* Who is it 
‘¢ that intrudes upon the abode of a folitary man ?”” He 
opened the gate ; an Indian ftood before him. He wasin 
no danger from the tawny fon of the foreft, for the name 
of Alonzo was highly efteemed—* Bringeft thou good 
‘* tidings, Ononthio ; what has fo early occurred, that has 
‘* forced thee to make a journey of fo many miles ?’’— 
*] firft have fomething to enquire of thee,’’ returned 
the friendly Indian, ‘ and if thou fayeft it is fo, then to 
‘‘thee I will relate the reft—Hadft thou ever a fon that 
‘* for fometime lived with thee here, and then was mif- 
‘* fing thou kneweft not how ?’’—* Even fo it was,’’ re- 
plied the venerable Hermit ; “and I have long fince 
‘‘numbered him with thofe who pafs away and are no. 
‘* more feen, But what bringeft thou to {peak of him P— 
** Is ittoawaken in my breaft with redoubled poignancy, 
*‘ the forrows to which I am nota ftranger?’’---‘* Quite 
** the reverfe,’? returned Ononthio ; * I have come to 
‘* impart to thee comfort, for thou needeft it, and to tell 
‘thee that thy fon lives’*-———‘* Lives !'’---repeated the 
Hermit in amaze---** art thou certain of this, my friend, 
“or is it to {port with the feelings of an old man, that 
‘thou haft invented this ftory !---inform me more 
** fully, I can fcarcely credit what thou haft faid.’’---- 

‘‘ Prepare then to be convinced,” faid the Indian. 
‘* Thou knoweft that our nation has long been at war 
‘* with the nation that lives on the other fide of the bright 
** river, nor have we yet buried thehatchetin peace. It is 
‘our cuftom to offer up the prifoners we take, in facri- 
“fice, to appeafe the Great Spirit. It fell upon me to 
‘‘ leadthem forth tothe torture, I had given them nearly 
‘all into the hands of my countrymen, when it came to 
‘** the turn of a white man---I was loofening his fetters--- 
‘*he looked me in the face---* Hadft thou ever a father,’ 
** afked the trembling wretch---‘ yes,’ anfwered I, ‘but he 
** fell by the hands of his enemies, and I have {worn to 
‘** revenge his death’.--* Mine, no doubt, has long fince 
*¢ flept in death,’ continued he, ‘ it is many, very many 
‘* moons ago that I faw him---one morning I fought for 
‘* food ; in my fearch I ftrayed too far, and was furprifed 
‘bya party from the nation on the:other fide of the wa- 
** ter---I have lived with them ever fince, and this day 
‘they armed me with the tomahawk and knife, 
‘and bade me fight againft their enemies---I complied, 
‘and am now a prifoner---but, Oh ! if thou lovett life, 
‘* {pare mine---I will live in friendfhip with thee---I will 
‘love thee as if thou wert my brother!’ 


‘* He wept, he ceafed---I felt that I was a man, that I 
** was an Indian---I begged him of my brethren, and he is 
“now fafe---I afked his father’s name, he informed me 
‘* that it was Alonzo--‘ thy father may be yet alive,’ faid I, 
‘‘and am therefore come to inform thee of it, and prepare 
** thee fora vifit from him’’--He had {carcely finifhed when 
a tribe of Indians appeared, conduéting the ton of our Her- 
mit to theabode of his father---The meeting was joyful, 
and Alonzo was again happy. 

L. 8. 


New-York, April 28, 1796, 
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THE VICTIM OF MAGICAL DELUSION; 
OR, INTERESTING MEMOIRS OF MIGUEL, DUKE DE CA*I*A. 


UNFOLDING MANY CURIOUS UNKNOWN HISTORICAL FACTS. 


Tranflated from the German of Tfchink, 
(Continued from page $42.) 


és 

I Had already placed the note for Amelia’s mother on 
“the table, was preparing to rufh into eternity, and 
going to approach the dead with a piftol in my hand, 
when fuddenly the coffin began to fhake, the boards 
to crack, and the cloth to move, I ftopped, feized 
with terror. ‘Ferdinand!’ it refounded from the cof- 
fin, and at the fame time Amelia arofe, Her cheeks 
were ftill covered with a livid hue, her eyes fhut, her 
lips blue, and her hands folded. Amazement and 
horror had fixed me to the floor, my blood curdled 
in my veins, ‘Ferdinand!’ the corpfe addreffed me 
in a hollow accent, ‘Ferdinand, don’t be afraid! 
My f{pirit has got leave to return once more to its for- 
mer abode in order to take leaveof thee. Our love 
was not for this world, Retire to acloifter, and there 
await the hour which will foon unite us by indiffolu- 
ble bonds.’ Having pronounced thefe words, fhe 
fhut her hps and dropped down again into the coffin. 
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“ The nurfe who rufhed into the room, awakened 
me from the ftupor in which that feene had thrown 
me, She looked fearfully around, and when her eyes 
met me, ftaggered back. I muft have had the ap- 
pearance of a dying man. ‘ Jefu! Maria! what is 
the matter with you?’ fhe exclaimed, ‘ I have heard 
fomebody talking in the room !’ ‘Nothing, nothing!’ I 
replied, wiping the cold{weat from my face, ‘I have 
been talking to myfelf.’ Perceiving that fhe did not 


believe me, I went away, in order to avoid all farther 
queftions, 
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*¢ Amelia was buried at fix o’clock in the morning. 
I followed the funeral at fome diftance, with totter- 
ing fteps, and now my tears began firft to flow. Co- 
pious torrents eafed my heart, which, till then, had 
laboured under the weight of filentagony. I follow- 
ed thetrain to the church of the Carmelites, in whofe 
vault the remains of Amelia were depofited. During 
the funeral ceremony, 1 fancied feveral times that 
the whole fcene was but a delufion of a horrid dream. 
But when the men took hold of the coffin, in order 
to let it down into the tomb, I awoke at once to 
fenfations which only can be equalled by the agonies 
of death, What I felt in that moment of eternal 
feparation, I fhall only feel again when body and 
foul will be parting. I expanded my hands mecha- 
nically, as if goingto take hold of the coffin---it dif- 
*‘ appeared--and | thought I fhould fink into the ground, 
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‘‘ Three hours had now elapfed after the burtal was 
‘* over, and I was {till ftanding on the fpot from which I 
“had witneffed that affli€ing fcene. It appeared impoffi- 
‘‘ ble to me to leave a place, where all my hope and all 
““ my happinefs was intombed. However, the fexton re- 
*“ minded me at length, that it was time to fhut the 
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‘‘ church, and I was obliged to leave it relu€antly, I 
walked from the church through the porch, and was 
in the monaftery ere 1 was aware of it. Here Amelia’s 
‘* taft words rufhed fuddenly on my memory, and I 
‘* determined on the {pot to enter into the order of ‘the 
‘* Carmelites, I was rejoiced at the opportunity to put 
‘* Amelia’s requef{ in execution, in a place to which 
‘¢ her tomb attrated me irrefiflibly. 


‘ 


ca 


ce 


‘* My aim is now gained; for feven days after Ame- 
lia’s interment, I have been received into the order 
of the Carmelites, and from their monaftery you re- 
ceive this letter. I beg you will not reproach me 
for having takena ftep which will lead me to peace 
of mind. Within thele cloiftercd walls 1 have found 
2a tranquility which the world could not have afforded 
me. Farewell !’’ 
‘¢ The contents of this letter,’? faid I, after I had 
erufed it twice, “are as dreadful as they are incre. 
‘‘dible. The icene of Amelia in the coffin reminds 
‘me of a fimilar one, of which Palcfki has given ine 
an account,’’ 
‘© That account was a forgery, and Palefki an impof- 
tor, 1 hope you will not forma fimilar opinion of 
my brother and his narrative,” 
‘6 God forbid !---however---could not your brother 
have been deceived by adcluding dream ?”’ 
‘* The whole narrative ought to convince you of 
“ thecontrary !”’ 

‘¢ Then the incident has really happened ?” 

‘¢ Exa€tly as my brother has related it,’ 
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‘© beg your pardon, Count, I have all due regard 
“for your word, however---you mult give me leave 
‘© ---to pay fome regardto my underttanding too, It 
is not my fault that I entertain doubts which’’:-- 

* Will difappear when you fhall have heard the con- 
** tinuation,’’ 

I was impatient to hear the reft, and the Count re- 

fumed the thread of his narrative: 


ee 


“©; The contents of this letter aftonifhed me not lefs 
“than you. The idea of my brother’s being in a cloif- 
‘ter was infupportable to me. Having, however, no 
‘ reafon to expeét that, in his fiateof mind, he would 
‘‘ liften to my arguments, I determined to wait five or 
“¢ fix months, flattering myfelf with the hope, that his 
‘former difguft againft a cloiftered life would awake 
‘again, and render him more inclined to liflen to the 
‘ voice of reafon and fraternal love. But two months 
“previous to the time when I intended to pay hima 
‘‘ vifit for that purpofe, I was fo fortunate as to get 
*‘ acquainted with aman whofe interference effefted a 
‘¢more happy and a more unexpeéted change in my bro- 
‘ther’s affairs than my moft fanguine hopes could have 
“6 divined, 

‘* One evening when I was at the theatre, and jut 
“ going to take a nap, I was fuddenly roufed by a noile 
“in the box contiguous to mine, which attracted my 
‘© notice. A man wrapt ina blue cloak entered the box, 
‘‘feating himfelf oppofite to me. His cyes wandered 
“ with an uncommon quicknels through all parts of the 
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‘cept my felf, 


‘of his countenance did 


‘and yet, 


heatre———t opped fuddenly, and feemed fixed on 


one objeét’ which they had fought and found, Soon 
after, the man took a miniature out of his pocket, 
comparing it with the perfon whom his looks had ex- 
amined fo attentively, and who was the Duke of 
Orleans—However, on a motion which that noble- 
man made, my neighbour removed to the back part 
of the box, where the greater diftance and the dark- 
nets, rendered him undifcernible to every one ex- 
Now he pulled off his clozk, uncover- 
ed his head, and I faw a face which furprifed me 
in an aftonifhing manner, 


val 
‘¢ [have fecn many human countenances, but none 


‘like his; fo much fimplicity and greatnefs, fo much 


myfterioufnefs and opennefs! His majeftic arched 
forehead, which difplayeda thinking mind, his clear 


‘and fparkling eye, his quick difcerning looks, his 
‘aqguiline nofe, which feemed to feent from a diftance 


his friends and foes, his clofed and clofing lips—his 
round protuberant chin—every thing belpoke, from 
my {mall phyfiognomical knowledge, the man who 
was born to rule, and to a& in fecret, and togive 


laws toempires. Yet this defeription is highly im- 


‘perfe&t, is only a rough profile which firll derives 


fingularity and intereft from the reft of its features, 
His brow dilplayed no veftige of either joy or fadnets. 
His eyes befpoke an uncommon equanimity. His 
mouth betrayed neither love nor hatred. The whole 
not command confidence, 
his ealy and meditating phyfiognomy atira&- 
ed me forcibly. Now and then a flath of inward 
motion fhot forth, and repelled me irrefiftibly, His 
pale hue inerealed the ftrange impreflion which his 
countenance produced upon me,’’— 

© What is that P?’’ IT exclaimed, You are paint- 
ing the picture of the Irifhman fo lively and faithfully, 
that one fhould think he were fanding before you.” 

‘ Flow P tne Irifhman P”’ 

*‘ No original can fit your copy better than the face 
of that man.’”” ™ 

“It would kill me, if your obfervation fhould be 
confirmed,’’ 

“ You will be the beft judge of it, for you have 
feen him when you arrefted him,” 

“True! but this was at night, by the light of 
torches, and ina difguife, which never would have made 


‘me fulpeé his being the perfon in queftion, although 
‘the ftate of mind in which I then was, would have 


allowed me toex2mine his countenance more minutely. 
Impelled by the unfavourable opinion which your 
tutor entertainedof the Unknown, and the account of 
the magiflrate, I have arrefted a man to whom my 
brother and Amelia owed their happinefs,” 

* Count! recolle& yourfelf.” 


‘© If it is true that the Irifhman and the perfon of 
whom I have been [peaking are one perfon, then you, 
behold in me one of the moft ungrateful wretches% 
wpon cath,” 


| 
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** Tam aftonifhed; but I dont comprehend you.” 

** Well then, liften to the continuation of my nar- 
rative ; 

** That ftrange man whom you fancy to have been 
the Irifhman, appeared to pay not the leaf regard 
tothe play. He took a packet of letters out of his 
pocket, and read one after the other. Having pe- 
rufed them, and obferving that my looks were con- 
Qantly dire&ted at him, he viewed me more atten- 
tively, I perceived very foon that I had attraéted 
his notice, and defiring to know the reafon of it, 
I endeavoured to enter into converfation with him, 


*‘ITafked him how he liked the play ? and was atfto- 


nifhed to hear a fhort but extremely fenfible criticifm, 
not only on the play, but alfo on every player. But 
my aftonifhment rofe to the higheft degree, when he 
calied me by my name, and afked me whether I had 


‘not heard lately of my brother at the monaftery of the 


Carmclites, Concluding from this queftion,’ that he 
was intimately acquainted with him, I did not hefi. 
tate to give him a faithful account of his hiftory, He 
liftened attentively. When J had finifhed, his looks 
were fixed to the ground for fome time, and he feem- 
ed immerfed in profound meditation, At once he 
took me by the hand and faid, ‘ come to this place 
again to-morrow! I will reftore your brother te 


happinefs.’ So faying, he left the box, 


** You may eafily conceive how I was furprifed! I 
awaited the following day with the greateit impatience, 
and was at the theatre a great while before the play 
began. However, my curiofity was on the rack, 
for he did not come before the play was almoft over. 
‘It will be neceffary,’ faid he, ‘that you depart for 
the monaftery fooner than you intended at firft. You 
muft be there next week. As foon as you arrive, go 
to the Provincial, and give him this fealed note. He 
will give you farther inftruétion.’ So faying, he left 
me without giving me time to thank him for his 
kindnefs, and 1 faw him no more in fpite of all my 
endeavours to find him out, 


‘¢* Who may that man be?’ faid I within myfelf, 
‘how came he toknow my name? What may have 
prompted him to intercft himfelf for my brother ? 
And how can he aifure me with certainty that it will 
be in his power to reftore him to happinels? Has he 
read the book of fate? or can he recall the dead to 
life? For without Aimehia my brother never can be 
happy.’ The whole wasa profound myftery to me, 
I departed in the beginning of the enfuing week. 
Hopeand fear,*how this myttery would be unfolded, 
were my companions, As foon as I arrived, I went 
to the Provincial, and delivered to him the fealed 
note, § Then you are the brother of Count Clair- 
val,’ faid he, after he had read the note. Having 
affirmed it, he afked me whether I had feen my 
brother? When 1 denied it, he reflumed; ‘I with 
you would conceal from him the purport of your 
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“‘vifit; time will unfold to you the reafon I have for 
“this requeft. Gonow, embrace and.tell him that I 
** fhall be glad to fee him in about half an hour. Hav- 
‘ing made me promife to take up my abode in the mo- 
** naftery during my ftay, he difuniffed me. I haftened 
“‘to my brother; but gracious heaven! how he was 
‘altered! He was quite emaciated, referved, dif- 
** gufted with every worldly pleafurc, and determined 
** never to leave the cloifter. My heart bled, and my 
** gon{clations were without effeét. When he returned 
** from the Provincial, he told me that he had been or- 
** dered to depart the day following for the cloifter of 
** the Urfulines at Anneville, and to deliver two letters, 
*fone to the Abbefs, and another to fifter Seraphine 
** Albatrof™i, ‘It is the Provincial’s defire,’ added he, 
**¢that I fhall make that journey in your and father 
** Eugene’s company.’ ‘But why that journey ?’ I 
“afked. ‘We dare not afk the queftion,’ was his 

** an{wer, 
‘“* The whole affair was ftill an impenetrable my fery 


** tome, We went on our journey the next day, and ar-: 


** rived in the evening at the village, where we beheld 
**the nunnery, which was fituated on an eminence be- 
*““tween tworows of firtrees. The fetting fun was 
** gilding the tops of the weftern mountains, and his 
** parting rays refle&ted in radiant {plendor from the 
** cupola of the cloifter, which was proudly towering 
** over the trees. The furrounding trees were awfully 
*‘ fiient, like the entrance of a fanétuary ; onlya fingle 
** bell was tolling from the minaret, It was the fignal 
*‘ for the vefper, and father Eugene infifted upon our 
‘* ftaying in the chapel till it was over, becaufe the nuns 
* could not be fpoken with before that time. We had 
*‘ fcarcely entered the chapel when the vefper began. 
“(It was fung in the gallery by nuns, who, however, 
“6 were concealed from our fight by the grate work. 
** At oncea {weet angelic voice among the chorifters 
*“ intoned; I fancied I knew that voice, and faw my 
“ brother’s face turn pale asafhes, ‘ This is Amelia’s 
** voice !’ was all that he could fay; and I repeated 
‘‘thefame. Father Eugene feemed not to take notice 
Sof it; the well known voice intoned again ; my bro- 
«ther could check his emotions no longer, ftarting up 
** and communicating his remark tothe father. A {mile 
‘of pity, and the obfervation, that the dead were not 
‘‘ufed to fing, was his whole reply. This feemed to 
‘work upon my brother, He relapfed into his 
‘former gloominefs; however, as often as that 
“voice refounded, I could oblerve the violent 
“ ftruggles of his mind, I myfelf did not knew what 
** to think of the matter. 
(To be continued.) 


A PAPA DPrA PrP 


ANECDOTE. 


A Gentleman who affifted the Count de Cabra in put- 
ting on his armourbefore a battle, perceiving him trem- 
ble, afked, what could caufe this emotion in a man of 
fuch known bravery ? The Count anfwered: ‘* My flcth 

-mbles at the dangers into which my foul will lead it,” 
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HERBER T—~—A 
A B Cantina’ from page 335.) 
UT the latter part of her petition moft fenfibly af- 


“feéted me; it was too evident that the did love, but 
** why fhe had concealed the ftate of her heart from me was 


Sr. 7 a &. 2. 


“**amyttery, and J knew not to what caufe I fhould attri- 


‘bute her filence. I felt grieved for her fituation and 
‘* want of confidence in me, and though I determined 
‘Sif poflible to have the fecret unravelled, the fun had 
‘rifen upon the mountains before I could refeive upon 
‘* the moft proper method, 

‘* A female neighbour coming very early to pals the 
*‘ day with us, prevented me from faying any thing partt. 
‘cular to Louifa during her fay ; but in the evening, 
‘as I was fitting penfive before the fire, muiing upon my 

** paft forrows, a deep figh efcaped me, which being in- 
‘* ftantly obferved by my attentive girl, the afked whence 
‘* it arofe, and whether fhe might not be intrufted with 
** its caufe, ‘and does Louila never draw a figh ({aid [) 


** whofe occafion fhe wifhes to conceal from hoe father P*- 


** She an{wered firmly, * No,’ * How is it then (demanded 
** 1) that you have become the viétim of mifplaced ailec- 
** tion, and have hidden from me the paffion and its ob- 
** jeét P’ © It was too delicate a fubje& (replied fhe) for 
** me to enter upon——but had my papa ever deemed it a 
** neceffary topic of converfation, I fhould have been 
*‘ happy in difcovering my feelings, nor have laboured lo 
‘long under adilagreeable and unufual fecrecy.’? She 
** paufed a minute for an anfwer, when finding I had none 
**to make, fhe proceeded thus : ¢ doulbtlefs you with to 
*‘ know the obje& of my attachment—it is Julius Cuth- 
** bert—at our firft interview I was flrongly biaffed in his 
** favour, and during his refidence with us, his uncom- 
‘mon attraétions compleated a conqueft to which he 
“he had no right,’ ‘and why not,’ faid I, ‘becaufe (an- 
‘© fwered fhe) it can yield him no happinefs, and it is a 
“ fource of deep diflrels and infinite regret—yet in nothing 
‘¢ do I blame him—he made ule of no artifice~no periuafion; 
‘it was as natural for him to charm as for me to admire.’ 
‘*¢ But why my child (fa1rd I) do you call your paffion 
‘‘ hopelefs, did Julius never fay he loved you ?’ * never, 
** (replied the) never, dircétly or indireétly, and yet from 
‘** his gentle, his fond attentions, my folly drew the con- 
‘ clufion that he regarded me with affection, and that 
‘* fome important caule, which he would one day difclole, 
*‘ alone prevented his telling me fo---but ** hope deferyed 
‘maketh the heart fick’’---1 have cherifhed the dear ex- 
* peftation of hearing that avowal, until it has too’ firmly 
* entwined itfelf around my heart, and I fear that the 
‘ grafp of death only, will loofe its hold,’---* Say not fo, 


“© my Louifa (exclaimed I), you have given way to dejec-. 


‘ tion too foon---his attentions to you were not the mere 
“offspring of politenefs or gratitude---furely---furely 
“‘ they arofe from another fource---I have been ftriétly’ 
‘« obfervant---I am certain that you are beloved by Julius 
“‘ moreardently than he is by you,’ Ah! (fighed fhe) it is 
‘* but too certain that he loves another.---Vhe idea of fec- 


x 
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“ing him at New-York, was the only inducement for 
‘me to go thither, and when there I liftened attentively 
“to every converfation, hoping that 1 might hear of him, 
“ but I was difappointed for a long time---I neither faw 
“ nor heard of him---however, being one night at an af- 
« fembly, a gentleman who fat near me faid to his partner, 
“*Julius Cuthbert is gone to the fouthward,’ ‘ probably 
“for his health,’ replied the lady, ‘no (anfwered he) 
“T rather fuppofe he is gone to marry the rich heirefs, 
‘“ for whom he had his pi€ture drawn laft week.’---More 
“I did not hear, a new diftrefs palfied my limbs, my eyes 
“grew dim, and I funk fenfelefs upon the bofom of Julia 
‘* Raymond, they conveyed me home immediately, and 
“for three days I did not leave the houfe---upon the 
“fourth, the afternoon being fine, I went with Mrs. 
‘ Raymond to purchale fome little neceffaries; and as 
“we were going intoa ftore, a young lady very richly 
“dreffed, brufhed by us in great hafte with feveral {mall 
“ parcels in her hand, and ftepping intoa chariot that was 
“ waiting for her, drove off inftantly ; upon my turning 
“round, I perceived fhe had dropped a packet---I picked 
“it up, and finding the carriage was out of fight, put it 
“itin my pocket till I returned home, where, upon 
“opening it, I found it to contain the likenefs of Cuth- 
“bert !---Conyulfions was the confequence, but happily 
“my companions did not fufpe& the caufe, they fuppofed 
“it to be occafioned by the city air, and Mrs, Raymond 
“propofed leav ing town the next day.---But my heart 
“has now difcharged ittelf, it feels relieved, and though 
“Tam certain of afpeedy return to the duft, yet Rett- 
“¢1on brightens the way, and will {mooth even the bed 
“of agony.’ 
(To be continued. J 
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TO MELPOMENUS. 
New-Yorn, April 28, 1796. 


DEAR SIR, 


ly late excurfions into the country, has not only 
rved toreanimate my relaxed fpirits, but to renew my 
lith for epiftolary correfpondence, The artlefs beauty 
nd tranquility of the rural feenes, which diftinguifh 
en from the pomp and tumult of the city, bore, me- 
ought, a very nearanalogy to that unaffected fimplicity, 
id opennefs of lyle, which naturally flews from mutual 
iendfhip. A ftyle which, contrayy tothe laboured oratory 
the bar, or ftudied eloquence of the pulpit, affords 
reation to the weary ftudent, and relieves the toils of 
thetorician, Eafe and freedom are all that are neceflary 
be attended to. Ceremony and compliments have no 
reto do between real friends, than ftratagem in the 
in honeft language of truth. Hail friendfhip !---here 
‘heart burfting with grief, unloads its forrows, and finds 
viation ; and here the eye {parkling with joy, redoubles 
tranfports. Innumerable are the topics of epiftolary 
tcourle, and the fubjeéts inexhauftible, Scarce an 
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objeé in nature, or an incident in life, but affords matter 
for {peculation ; or is produétive of fome leffon of mora- 
lity. Improvement offers on every thing we fee, and 
inftruétion prefents her bounties to the firft effort. Then’ 
let us feize the opportunity; let us gather the fruits as 
they fall; let us communicate our obfervations ; and 
thereby perpetuate that friendfhip which fhall ever be pre- 
ferved inviolate, by 
Your humble fervant, 
ETHICUS, 


NEW-YORK. 


MARRIED, 


On Wednefday laft, by the Rev, Dr, Rodgers, Mr. 
James AnveErRson, to Mifs Nancy M‘Donatp, 

On Tuefday the 27th ult, by the Rev. Dr. Fofter, Mr. 
James Lewis, to Mifs Sarry Wricut, both of this 
city. 

On Saturday the 16th ult. at Gofhen (Crange county} 
by the Rev. Mr. Ker, Mr, Witt1am Maurice Tion- 
son, to Mifs Sarry Gate, both of that place, 


On Saturday evening the 23d ult. at Blooming-Grove 
(Orange county) by the Rev. Mr. Bradner, Mr, Ertior 
Herxins, Printer, of Newton, to Mifs Jutta Howe tz, 
of Gofhen, 

On Saturday fe’nnight, by the Rev. Dr. Fofter, Mr. 
Witz1am Hursnurt,to Mifs Porry Herwert, both of | 
this city, 





METEOR@OLOGICAL OBSERVATIONS, 
From the 24th to the goth ult. 








Days of the Thermometor obferved at Prevailing | OBsERVATLIONS 
Month. 8, 4. M. 1, P. M.6, P. M. winds. on the WEATHER. 
deg. 100deg. 100deg. 100] 8 1. 6. | 8. 1. 6 
Apri 24 | 49 5175 62 75] 8. se. do.| cloudyrain do. 
25} 48 52 48 NE.$8.do. | clear do. do. 
26/48 25 58 5% sw.do.do. | clear cloudy clear 
2715! §° 54 52 sz. do.do | cloudy do. rain 
28 , 51 60 54 50] w. do.nw | clear do. do 
29)43 %5 49 47 w. do. do | cloudy do. clear 
30 | 49 5° 53 w. do.nw | clear do. cloudy 





RESULTS OF METZOROLOGICAL OBSERVATIONS, 


for April, 1796. deg. 100 
Mean Temperstare of the Thérmometer, at 8 A. M. 48 78 
de. do. ofthe do. co P M. gf os, 
do. do. of the do. at 6 P. M® 53 64 
do do. of the whole month : 5° 34 
Greate monthly range between the ioth and arft 39 @ 
do. do. in 24 hours the :f 23 59? 
Warmeft day the aift 760 
Cooleit do. the 10th 37 9) 


3 days it rained, but avery {mall quantity of rain has fallen in thie month. 
6 times the wind was high at one oi the obfervation hours. 
20 Days the wind was light at 8 1 and 6 o'clock. 
15 do. it was clear at do. do. 
8do. it was cloudy at yee do. 
4 times it was calm at one of the obfervation hours. 
15 Days the wind wastothe weftward of north and fouth. 
On the 14th confiderable thunders and lightning, which for fome time 
wae heavy and harp. 
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THE HERMIT OF WARKWORTH. 
A NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD. 
*%y . t 5 i oem 
*. (Continued fiom page 344.) 
ti ? 
Yer, Minftrel in yon rifing cliff 
** Thou'lt find a Mfthering cave ; 
«* And herethou thalt my fupper fhare, 
“ And there thy lodging have.” 
All day he fits befide the gate, 
And pipes both loud and clear. 
All night he watches round the walls, 
In hopes his love to hear. 


The firft night as he filent watch’d, 
All at the midnight hour, 

He plainly heard his Lady’s voice 
Lamenting inthe tower. 

The fecond night the moon fhone cleat, 
And gilt the fpangled dew ; 

He faw his lady through the grate, 
But twas atraniient view. 

The third night wearied out he flept 
Till near the morning tide ; 

When ftarting up, he feiz’d his fword, 
And te the cafile hy’d. 

When, lo! he fawa ladder of ropes 
Depending from the wall ; 

And o’er the mote was newly laid 
A poplar ftrong and tall. 

And foon he faw his love defcend 
Wrapt in a tartan plaid ; 

Affifted by a flurdy youth 
In highland garby-clad. 

Amaz’d, confounded at the fight, 
He lay unfeen and ftill ; 

And foon he faw them crofs the ftream, 
And mount the neighbouring hill. 


Unheard, unknown of all within, 
The youthful couple fly ; 
But what can fcape.the lover’s ken ? 
Or fhun his piercing eye ? 
With filent flep he follows clofe 
Behind the flying pair, 
And {aw her hang upon his arm 
With fond familiar air. d 
«“ Thanks, gentle youth,” fhe often faid ; 
“* My thanks thou well haft won : 
¢* For me what wiles haft thou contriv’d ? 
** For me what dangers tun ? 


** And ever fhall my grateful heart 
** Thy fervices repay : ‘a 

Sir Bertram could no further hear, 
But cried, * Vile traitor flay ! 

* Viletraitor ! yield that Lady up !—"” 
And quick his fword he drew. 

The flranger turn’d in fudden rage, 
And at Sir Bertram flew. 

With mortal hate theif vigorous arms 
Gave many a vengefal blow : 

But Bertranm'’s flronger hand prevail'd, 
And laid the flranger low. 
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** Die, traitor, die !"—A deadly thruft 
Attends each furious word. 

Al! then fair [abel knew his voice, 
And rufh'’d beneath his fword. 

* O flop,” the cried, ** O flop thy arm! 
* Thou doft thy brother flay !” 

And here the Hermit paus’d and wept : 
His tongue no mote could fay. 

At length he cried, “ Ye lovely pair, 
“ How fhall I tell the reft ? 

** Ere I could flop my piercing fword, 
‘It fell and flabb’d her breaft.” 

* Wert thou thyfelf that haplefs vowth ? 
“ Ah! creel fate !’’ they faid. 


The Hermit wept and fo did they ; 


They figh’d ; he hung his head. 

“ O blind and jealous rage,” he cried, 
** What evils from thee flow ?” 

The Hermit paus’d, they filent mourn’d + 
He wept, and they were woe. 


Ah! when I heard my brother’s name, 
And faw my lady bleed, 

Trav’d, I wept, I curft my arm, 
That wroughé the fatal deed. 

In vain I clafp’d her to my breaft, 
And clos’d the ghaftly wound ; 

Ia vain I prefs’d his bleeding corpfe, 
And raifs’d it from the ground. 

My brother alas ! fpake never more, 
His precious life was flown, 

She kindly flrove to foothe my pain, 
Regardlels of her own. 

« Bertram,” the faid, * be comforted, 
*¢ And live tothink on me : 

* May we in heaven that union prove, 
* Which here was not to be! 

“ Bertram,” the faid, * I ftill wastrue j 
** Thou only hadft my heart : 

‘* May we hereafter meet in blifs ! 
‘* We now, alas! muft part. 


For thee, I left my father’s hall, 
‘* And flew to thy relief, 

When lo! near Chiviot’s fatal hills 
““ IT met a Scottifh chief. 


‘* Lord Malcolm’s fon, whofe profer’ d love, 
** T had refus’d with {corn ; 

** He flew my guards and feiz’d on me 
‘* Upon that fatal morn: 


** And in thefe dreary hated walls 
‘* He kept me clofe confin’d ; 

* And fondly fued, and warmly prefs’d 
‘To win me to his mind. 

** Each rifing morn increas’d my pain, 
“© Each night increafed my fear : 

** When wandering in this northern garb 
“‘ Thy biother found me here. 


** He quickly form’d this brave defigtt 
‘* To fet me captive free ; 

© And onthé moot his horfes wait 
6 Ty’d to a neighbouring tree, 


(To be concluded in our next.) 
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